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8. JAM ES TUKHNU iON,
Attorney-at-Law..

Offices.Accomac C. H. and Fair
Oaks, Va.

Practices in all tbe courts on the
Eastern Shore of Virginia.

JNO. R and J. HARRY REW,
Attorneys-at-Law,

OffWs.Accomac C. H., and Parks-
ley. At Accomac C H., every Wed
nesday
Will praetlce In all the courts on the

Eastern Shore of Virginia.

ROY D. WHITE,
-Attorney-at-Law.-

Office*: Parksley and Aceomae C. H.

Practices in all courts of Accomac
And Northampton Counties.

Prompt attention to all business.

BEN T. GUNTER,
-Attornky-at-Law,-

Office.Accomac C. H., Va.

Practices in all courts on tbe Eastern
Shore of Virginia.

N. B. WESCOTT,
Attornky-at-Law,

Offices.Accomac C. H. and at home
near Mappsburg.

Practices in all courts on Eastern
Shore of Virginia.

WARNER AMES,
¦.Attorney-at-Law,-

Offices:.Aceomae C. H, and Onan¬
cock.

At Accomac C. H. every Wednes¬
day and Friday.
Will practice in all the courts of

Accomac and Northampton counties.

JOHN 8. PAR80N8,
Attorney-at-Law,
Accomac C. H., Va.

Will practice in all courts of Acco
mac and Northampton counties.

STEWART K. POWELL,
Attorney-at-Law,

WiU practice in all the courts of
Accomac and Northampton counties.

Office.Onancock, Va.
Will be at Accomac C. H., every

Wednesday and conrt days.

JOHN E. NOTTINGHAM, JR.,
Attornky-at-Law,
Franktown, Va.

Practices in all the courts on the
eastern Shore of Virginia.
Will be at Eastville and Accomac

3. H. first day of every court and at
Eastville every Wednesday.

L. FLOYD NOCK,
\t.toroe-y-at-Law and Notary Public.

Accomac 0. H., Va.

Will practice in all courts of Acco
rac and Northampton counties.
Prompt attention to all business.

>tho F. Mears. ti. Walter Mapp
MEARS & MAPP,
Attorneys-at-Law,

Offices:.Eastville, Northampton Co.,
and Accomack C. H.

Practice in all courts on the Eastern
*t">re of Virginia.

U. <4. 8TURG1S,
.Attorney-at-Law..

.kkicks.Accomac C. H., Onancock
and Eastville.

At \ccomac C. H. every Monday
_ud Wednesday

Practice* in all courts on Eastern
Hhore. Bankruptcy cases a specialty.

DR H. D. LILLWTON,
DENTIST.

.Accomac C. H., Va.,-
Office hours from 9 a. m. to 5 p. m

Will be at Parksley every Tuesday

"Old Masonic Temple."
Accomac C. H., Va.

Hall on first floor, supper room

above. Best equipped building in
Accomack for entertainments. For
terms apply to

WM. P. BELL, Accomac, Va.

I0O FARMS FOR SALE.
Eastern Sh'.-e Maryland and Vlf.
ginla. Land cheap and productive,
mild, healthful elimata, large cities
convenient by railroad ano water.
Send for descriptive price-list and
map of Peninsula.

F. H. DRYDEN & CO..
Pocomoke City, Md.

FRED E. RUEDIGER,
.County .:o:. Survkyor,.

Accomac 0. H. Va.

Thoroughly equipped with latest
and best instruments offers his ser¬

vices to citizens of Accomac.

Will meet all engagements promptly

"The Parksley High School.
Opens September 28th. Session eight
months. Prepares thoroughly for
College, University work and Profes-
sIoohI tentherV course

For information apply to

Geo. C. Bundick,
Principal.

&_*.-¦. tor the Angle Lamp.

-um" ;

WM. P. BELL & CO.,
Accomack C. H., Va.,

DBUGG18TS
A full line of

A I*C\ AKTICLEfc
"ht as,

OILS,
PAINTS,
-EKDH. &< ,

J. P. CAULFIELD & CO.,
222 N. Howard St.,

Baltimore, Md.

PIANOS and ORGANS-
BY THE BEST MAKERS.

We handle nothing but high grade goods
Our prices and terms will interest yoi'.

Write for Catalogue, and mention tnis paper.

COME NOW.
We have a few heavy Merchandise in the way of

Suits, Pants, Shoes, Blankets and Comforts,
which we will close out at just

one-half l/2
their value in order to make room for

Spring Goods Now Arriving Daily.
Come Now and Save Money-

Very truly

GliCK * GO.. ?' 0NAvNAC0CK'
-The Busv Corner.-

Right Here If You Please.
Our Mr. G. U. Boggs has just returned from the city with a

aew and select stock of goods, such as

Shoes of all kinds, men's, youth's and boys Ready-
Made Clothing, large line of men and boys Fancy
and Work Shirts, Dry Goods, Trimmings and a gen¬
eral line of Notions, also constantly receiving new

invoices of Shingles, Bricks, Lime, Furniture, Terra
Cotta Well Tubing, House Paints, &c, besides our

general line of Groceries, which we always try to

keep on hand.
Very respectfully,

Rogers & Boggs, Melfa, Va.

Pocomoke Marble Works.
A jf\_G52__ .Manufacturers of.

Marble and Granite Mo_u
ments, Headstoneb,

Tablets, &c.

YOUNG & LANKFORDj
Proprietors,

Pocomoke City, Md.

The Value ot Cypress.
It i? the Most Durable Wood Which Can be Used.

Cypress in all its ages has been considered the Indestructible wood, and as

such, to cover and protect other less durable woods. It is peculiar to the South
Atlantic and Gull States. Pocomoke river swamp, lyingchiefly in Worcester coun¬

ty, Maryland. being hs far North as it stems to grow, and tins for more than a

century, furnished the principal supply of Cypress Shingles for the Eastern Shore

Peninsula, trees growing to enormous size and great age, often a thousand years
or more. This virgin growth of matured timber has been practically worked up
many years ago, and supplies have been drawn from the Swamps of Virginia and
North Carolina, which are also being much depleted, and now Florida furnishes
the principal supply of virgin growth Cypress. A younger growth, not fully
matured, is being largely used but is of short last, compared with the old yellow
heart which now comes from Florida, where it grows to its greatest perfection.

It is a fact in nature that the durability of timber corresponds to its age, or

the time it takes to grow and mature. Pine, for illustration, from an old growth
fine grain matured tree, is much more durable than from ayoung tree, and so with

Cypress and Cypress Shingles. And no matter how much care you take in the
selection of your materials for your building or how experienced or reliable your
mechanics, if you use inferior shingles you make a great mistake.

The covering of a building is the most important part of the materials used in
its construction. 'The weakest link is the strength of the chain," and "The poor¬
est shingles determines the last of the roof." And it is poor economy to run so

great a risk of having a leaky roof, to save such a trifling amount of money. Act
wisely and buy BEST FLORIDA HEART SHINGLES

For sale by dealers generally.

pLOpiDA fiUL*

MANUFACTURED BY NOAH JTILGHMANSSONS, PAIATKATLORIOAFROM 010
GROWTH YELLOW HEART CYPRESS.AND BY THE MOST IMPROVED MACHINERY EVERY
SHINGLE JOINTED AND SQUARED 6X20.IN.AND GUARANTEED A No I IN EVERY RESPECT,

FOR SALE BY THE TRADE GENERALLY.

M'MB.TELGHMAN CO.,Agents.Sausbury, Md*
WHOLESALE.

W. L. Nock, Hallwood and Oak Hall: A. W. Short, Bloxom; Parksley Supply
Co., Parksley; P. Wharton, Stockton; Northampton Lumber Co., Nassawadox;
Stockley & Coleburn, Keller; F. M. Wilson, Pocomoke; T. S. Hopkins & Co., Tas¬

ley; Rogers k Boggs, Melfa.

".".E.W..POLK,.
-Formerly of.- POLK & BENSON-

MERCHANT T A I !_, O _R

Pocomoke City nd.
Will visit Accomac C. H., every court day.

SMOKE
Kenwood Club, a<U,Sars."

F. A. Davis S Sons, Proprietors,
BALTIMORE, MD.

F. W. BYKD, Salesman.

TALMAGE
SERMON

H

By Rev.
FRANK DE WITT TALMAGE. D.D..

Pastor of Jtfferton Park Preiby*
teri_n Church, Chic-go

1

Chlcngo, Sept 27. Amid the dis¬
tractions and temptations of modern
life this sermon utters a warning cry,
a timely call for n return to the simple
ways nnd upright, honorable, Chris¬
tian lives. The text is Jeremiuh vi,
10, "Ask for the old paths."
Most simple is the text's figure. Its

simplicity girts* it u homely beauty. It
has In lt thc aroma of the woods. It
is one of those simple similes of coun¬

try life that bring back to the weary

city dweller, whose feet have been long
accustomed to the hard paving stones

of tbe city sidewalks, the memory of
the footpaths OT«r turf covered hills
and the narrow lanes between the
banks bejeweled with sweet wild flow¬
ers that ho used to walk in his child¬
hood days. The old paths.we can

never forget them. It will do us good
if we think of them this morning and
see if there are any moral lessons we

can learn from them. Sometimes the
commonest Incidents of everyday life
have a voice for those who will hear.
Jean Francois Millet ls everywhere
ranked among the most famous artists.
He taught, however, his greatest les¬
son by pnintlug two ordinary every¬
day French peasants bending over

their hoes In the center of a country
field in an attitude of prayer. The
"Angelus," immortalized by Millet, was
rung from a village church spire. His
worshipers were those who once lived
in a humble poor man's home.
Robert Burns was the sweetest bard

old 8cotlsnd ever cradled among the
wild flowers of Ayr and lullabied to
sleep by the murmuring waters of the
"Bonnie Doon." Yet, with the hand
of a master, he played upon the silver
chords of the grand old Instrument of
human love by singing one of his
sweetest songs about a mouse's nest.
In the death of a four legged dumb
brute Burns loosened the silent tongues
of many a songster and songstress who
have blended their voices tn a chorus
of praise at the sacred altars of domes¬
tic happiness. Jeremiah, among the
greatest of the prophets, lamenting
thnt his countrymen had deserted their
God and disobeyed his laws, pleads
with them to overt the Impending pun¬
ishment by returning to him, and he

employs this simple figure to portray
their condition. Ile describes them as

travelers lost upon the mountains of
sin, hunting for a path which will lead
them out of their moral difficulties. He

represents God as telling them to "ask
for the old paths, which is tbe good
way, and walk therein, nnd ye shall
find rest for your souls. But they said,
"We will not walk therein." Jeremiah
points the right path leading to the
throne of God by using the homely
simile of the ordinary country paths
or rough roadways in common use at

the time, over which the eastern cara¬

vans have traveled and the cows have
come home for the evening milking
nnd over which hnve passed tired men

and women when, with dally tasks well
done, they have sought the home fire¬
sides for rhysieal refreshment and for

blessed sleep.
Thc Path.ray to the Ooh.

Like Jeremiah, I would today corry

your thoughts back to the reminiscen¬
ces of the country and from the sweet,
fresh flowers of the village hedgerows
pluck blossoms which will remind you
of old time associations nnd resolves.
The greatest of horticulturists ls not

the gardener who fashions his beds in
the "many colors" of a Joseph's coat or

a grandmother's crazy quilt. It ls he
who makes his floral designs simple-
very simple. One bed looks as though
it were a blt of Alpine lake flung
among the crowded regiments of flow¬
ers. It is planted entirely with violets.
It looks as simple and yet as beautiful
as tbs June heavens colored in blue.
Another bed looks like a great collec¬
tion of leaping flames. It is planted
only in roses. It is very simple. It is

as simple In colors as a cardinal's robe.
It is as simple in colors as the setting
sun. Another bed has the Jaundiced
look of a Malay's skin. It is only
planted in golden glows. Another will
be an azalea bed, another a dahlia, an¬

other planted in white lilies, another in

geraniums. The hortlculturlstic genius
thrives best in the simplicity of colors.
From this sermonlc bed I would pluck
only the sweet forget;nenots of tender
memories. Like Jeremiah the prophet
I would try to lead you over some of
the old paths which your feet have

trodden in the post, aud in the leading
I would lead you to the foot of the
cross.
The old path which wound its way

toward the old homestead is the first

one I would bid you to seek. That

path by the side of which was once

builded your father's and mother's
nursery ls today in all probability cov¬

ered up with underbrush. Here it is

blocked by the rotting trunk of a tree

which has fallen sideways. There it
bas been scooped out by a freshet and

yonder covered up with a landslide. It

looks a great deal like one of those old
deserted log roads which once wound
their way through the woods toward
the town. After the new highway or

pike was opened the farmers and the
farmers' wives always went the other
way to market The result is that the

small bushes and tbe weeds have be¬

gun to grow over that path which led

to your mother's nursery. It hss long
been untrodden by any human foot.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty years!
What? What? Have your mother and
father been dead as long as that? My,

my. how time does go! No wondei
you have forgotten a great deal about
your mother and her ways.

Clear Away the IlnhbUh.

But, come, let us take our axes to

day and clear away some of that rub
billi. Let us explore the old patl
which once led up to the old home
stead. When the first settlers enterec

the Michigan woods they used t<

"blaze" the trees. That means that witl
their axes they would chop a notel
out of this tree and thal and the othe
free as they went atonz, Thus, if thej

ni*r
witt

could not find the right place to settle
lit' one direction,' they would retrace
their steps by these notches and start
ont in tlie woods from another direc¬
tion. Well, these old path- which once

led up to the homes of our childhood
may not have been used for s quarter
of a century, but they can be easily I
followed. Our parents "blazed" them
all the way along.
As I follow these "biasings" I find

they were mornlly straight pnths. They
were as straight ns n die. Your father
may not have had much money. In all
probability you, as a fanner's boy, re¬

member him for the most part clothed
in overalls nnd a woolen shirt. But
uuder that rough exterior there beat
a heart as true as honesty itself. Look¬
ing back over the long years, you re¬

member him traveling that "straight
path." You cannot think of one net

your father ever did which was dis¬
honorable. Teople sometimes said "he
was close" In reference to money. Ile
had to bp close in order to furnish
bread enough for his babies' mouths.
Yon cannot remember your father once

losing his temper and uttering male¬
dictions unless perhaps lt was on the

day when he found that a neighbor,
who was left an executor by law, had
robbed a poor widow of her all. Ah,
that old father of yours may have
worn shabby clothes and may have
been poor in pocket, but he was rich
In character. The pnth he traveled to
and from the old homestead was al¬

ways a "straight path." Though the
"last will and testament" which he
signed made provision for a few trin¬
kets, a Bible and s gold headed cane,

and perhaps a snuffbox, that father
left you the grandest legacy a boy
ever received. He left to you an un¬

tarnished name, the example of a

father's life well nnd honestly lived.
Even as I speak now and talk about
his past life a blush mantles your
cheek. When you contrast his pure
lifo with yours and you remember
some of the mean, sneaking things you
are accustomed to do in your dealings
with your fellow men. you say: "I
wish I had always followed In the foot

step* of my father. I wish I hnd al¬

ways followed In his straight path "

Why don't you, my brother? Why
don't you now? Are the thickets too

strong about you? Are the Jungles of
sin too dense? God is telling you to

day to seek the old paths. Ask for
the old path, the straight path, the

honest pnth. which your father once

trod. Seek lt now!
"M.'w.Iiik" Marka.

Then, again, 1 further study the
"blazing" marks alon,; the paths which
led up to the home of our childhood. I
find out "that these pnths were Chris¬
tian paths nud always led toward the

throne of God. How do I know? Sim¬

ple enough. Lot me illustrate: When
I was in Europe I always, as far as

possible, got nwuy from the beaten
tracks of tourists. I never could see

what enjoyment there was for a sum-

jb tourist to go to Paris and live
th Americans in an American hotel,

nnd go to Home nnd live with Ameri¬
cans in a hotel run there for Amer¬

icans, and go to Berlin and live with
Americans in Berlin. When I go to

Europe as far as possible I live there

among the natives, and for the most

part among the common people. Now,
again and again, when I have turned
my back upon European cities and
climbed the unfrequented paths which
lead over the mountains, I have been

startled with finding here a cross and
there an nltnr. I would find these
crosses nnd nltars far, far away from

any house or church. Then, us I have

concealed myself among the trees and
waited. I hnve seen weary peasants
come along with great big packs strap¬
ped to their shoulders. Then I have
seen them stop and look around to seo

if any oue was watching. Then I have

seen them unstrap their burdens and
lay them at the feet of the image of

Christ and then and there kneel In

prayer. Well, my friend, In going
along the pathway which was "blazed"
by your mother's bread knife and knit¬

ting needle, I come upon altars every¬
where. I find that there was hardly a

step that she took In life but she had a

place where she could stop and kneel
in prayer. And at every altar I find
Indentations in the rocks where she
laid her burdens at the Saviour's feet.
And. oh, my friend, what a lot of

burdens she had to lay upon her Sa¬
viour's breast in her Journey of life!
There was that awful burden of phys¬
ical sickness. I do not know how you
may remember your mother, but most
of us think of mother when she was

physically sick. She seemed to be so

long dying. Now it was the pain In
the head; now it was tlie disordered
nerves. Then it was that long, long
time, when we had a trained nurse.

"How is mother today?" the younger
children would ask. and we would an

swer, "Not very well, my dear; not

very well." 1 think one of the sad¬
dest and yet the most beautiful pray¬
ers my mother used to make, tn the

last year nnd a hnlf of her earthly ex¬

istence, was this: "O God. may my
children never have to physically suf¬
fer as I have suffered." Yet, for the

most part, our mothers lost their phys¬
ical health hy living and doing for us.

A Glorified Roadway.
I go a little farther along this Chris¬

tian path of your dead mother. I find
nlso the place where she laid at Christ's
feet the burden of her anxiety for the
salvation of her children. Some people
love to think of their mother, first by
picturing her sitting und sewing for
their advent. It is a beautiful sight to
see the young wife by tlie evening
lamp, with her needle in her hand,
making the little white garments for
the strunger soon to come. Our moth¬
ers thought and planned for the cradle
and the little wardrobe weeks before
we were born. They did lt so that
whon they should He down upon a bed
of suffering all might be well for the
little one's welcome. That ls a beauti¬
ful vision. But, oh, to me lt is a far

more beautiful sight to see a youug
wife upon her knees in prayer. To
think of her praying to God that her
unborn child might grow up to be a

good man, a good woman. And you,
my friend, sitting before me, from tbat
moment when your mother first prayed
for you until her death she never left

> that altar before which she was con-

tlnually beseeching God for the salva-
1 tion of your soul. Along that Chris-
> tlan pathway she first led your totter-
i ing feet In that Christian pathway
) she first taught you to utter the baby
i" prayer, "Now I lay me down to sleep."

In that Christian path she gave you

her dy;:., bert.etioo Will you not |
.eek the old pnth. the Christian path
of your glorified und sainted mother?
It is n path covered with wild flowers
and fragrant with perfume. Those
flowers and thut pathway have been
watered willi your mother's tears.
Bot there ls alioth", path to which I

would call your attention today. It Is
that which you once traveled when go-
Inc to Eta-daj school and to !he church
of your childhood. If that church was

In the country, then there was poetry
In your going. When the call of the

village bell nag those notes would
press ti:«'ir way through the atmos¬
phere like bubbles of air working their
way up from the bottom of a stream.

Tliey would come nearer and nearer to

your eur, as the bubbles come nearer

and nearer to the surface of the wa¬

ters. Theo with a happy laugh they
would seem to burst. You would first
hear those notes when you would be
riding toward the town. Father nnd
mother, brothers nnd Bisters would all
be crowded together in the one car¬

riage. My, there was a big load of you
who used to travel that rond! No won¬

der the big springs of that family ve¬

hicle used to bend and groan and creak
under the heaviness of the load.

Walkin- With Chrlat.
If the pnth which you first traveled

to Sunday school was along the side¬
walk of a city, then in all probability
you walked. You walked by the side
of your father or mother, because you
were the youngest. Then your new

shoes would squeak at every step.
Those shoes kept new for a long while,
because you were only allowed to wear
them on Sunday. But as yon rode or

walked to thut Suuday school nnd to

your first church services a great
change came over your family party.
One of your sisters or brothers left

your side and went up to the church al¬
tar. One by one they there gave their
hearts to Christ und publicly confessed
him at the communion tnble. After
awhile your turn came. You can see

yourself now as you came before the
church session. You remember how
the old minister wiped his glasses. He

put his hand upon your shoulder and
said: "My boy, why do you want to

Join the church? Do you love Jesus?
Will you promise to live for him and
give your life to his service?" Then
you remember the great big lump that
stuck in your throat. You remember
how between your sobs you snid: "The
reason I want to be a Christian ls be¬
cause my father and mother and broth¬
ers and sisters are all Christians. I
want their Saviour to be mine. As we

have a united family here I want an

unbroken family circle in heaven."
Aged, gray haired mnn, that was a

beautiful path over which you went to
church for the first time. That was a

holy drive you took on the morning
you went to tnke your first communion.
You did not speak much that morning,
but your thoughts were very deep and
very high. They were as deep as your
sins, as high nnd as great as the
forgiveness of God. Oh, why have

you not always kept walking In that

path? Christ walked with you there
twenty yen rs ago. Jesus as guide is

ready to lend you back to tbat pnth
and wulk with you there now. Will

you seek the old path.the path over

which you went for the first time to

the communion table of the Lord?
Highway of Illoaaoiu*.

There is still another path which you
once trod. This path ls fragrant with
blossoms. Like tlie fabled trees of old,
the heavy blanches which line it are

Itdeu with silver bells, lt is the path
which once led up to your marriage al¬

tar. It ls the path over which the fall¬
en rice is strewn and where the merry

laogbter of the bridesmaids Is trying
to drown the Joyful salutations of the

wedding chimes. The blossoms which
line this pathway are orange blossoms.
The silver bells are those which
once played Mendelssohn's "Wedding
March." Where did that path which
ended at the marriage altar first lead

you? "Oh." you answer, "lt led me

llrnt a inonu the briers and over the

stony grounds My courtship days
were not all sunshine. For a long time
1 did Dot know whether I could win

the hand of my heart love. In the first

pince, I was not socially her equal
Then I was penniless and had nothing
to offer but my two hands and a will¬

ing heart. Then my life was not what

lt ought to have been. But she had
faith In me. I promised her to reform.
I went to church with her. I gave up
drinking, ami 1 promised her I would
surrender my heart to Christ. And, do

you know, the night she gave herself
to me she made me kneel v\ith her and
we both made a prayer that God would
hear and help me keep my vows." Ah,
yes, my brother, I know Just how you
feel when you think of that old path
which led up to your marriage Altar!
When you took the trembling hand of

that young girl in yours you truly felt
that you wanted to bf good Yow
promfs'd God, then and tb«re, for ne.

sake as well as your own, to live a

good, true, pure, noble, Christian life.
Have you kept your vow? Are you
willing to go to church with her now

as you did when you were engaged to
her? Are you helping her to set the
right example before your children.
your children nnd hers? Remember,
man, you made a promise to her and to
God on the night of your wedding.
Will you seek the old path of conse¬

crated love, which wound through the
days ef your courtship and ended on

the night you took your heart love as

a bride from her father's home?
Keep Your Pledge*.

But there is still one more path I
want you to seek. That is the one

which led down by the cradle of your
children. When your first child was

born, if you had the least spark of
manhood in your makeup, you wanted
to be a good maa for your baby's sake.
Even the lowest form of human being
feels the uplifting power when a child
la born to him. In the graveyard of
Hecniker, N. H., can be found a tomb¬
stone with the name, "Mary, wife of
Thomas Wallace," chiseled upon it
The history of that name ls this: In
June, 1720. a ship was sailing across

the Atlantic. It waa attacked and
boarded by pirates. The crew was

.trapped to the masts, preparatory to

being thrown overboard and drowned.
Just before the wholesale murder was

to take place the captain of the pirates
found in a stateroom a woman by the
name of Mrs. James Wilson, with a

newborn baby lying by her side. Ue
Instantly asked her, "Is it a boy or a

giri?" "A giri," was the answer. "Will
you let me name her?" the rough pirate

asked, "li you will I will unstrap
your husbands crew and let your ship
go free." "Yes," was the answer.

"Then," said he, "I name her Mary."
Mary Wilson grew up to be un old wo¬

man and died ut the uge of ninety-four
years as Mrs. Mary Wallace and was

burled in the little grnveyurd at H_n-
niker. As that pirate in all probability
saved that crew on account of the
memory of lils own little daughter, so

the birth of every firstborn child
makes almost every father pledge him¬
self to God to be a better and purer
man and n noble Christian. Have you
kept the vow you made whea your
first baby was born?
Besides that, my brother, have you

also tried to follow out that pledge you
made to Gd In the night when your
baby was very sick? You well remem¬

ber the grave faces of the physicians.
You well remember how you knelt by
the crib and said, "0 God, if you will
make my baby well I pledge to you
my future life." You well remember
the pledge you made to God on the

night your baby died. Nearly every
oue of us has had a child's death
in our family. Have you kept that
pledge? Have you kept the pledge you
made to God on the old path which
once led down to the cradles of your
living children and now also leads
down to the graves of your dead ba¬
bies?

The Way to Happiness.
But how are you going to find your

way back to these old paths? Some of

you have been away from these paths
for many years. You are lost, com¬

pletely lost. You will never find your
way out from the mountains of sin
unless you have a divine guide. The
importance of a guide to one lost in
the mountains of earth or of sin can

never be overestimated. I remember,
some years ago, when bicycling through
the mountains of West Virginia, we

were completely lost. We wandered
around and around until the sun sank
and the twilight covered up her somber
face with a black robe and hid herself
in total darkness. We groped our way
along, shuddering at the fiendish yell
of a screech owl and the glittering eyes
that might be those of a prowling pan¬
ther. After awhile we saw a dim
light in the distance. We struggled
on until we could knock at that bouso
and be taken lu. Then in the morning
we were safe because our host, as a

guide, directed us on. Today, ye lost
and wearied sinners, Christ ls ready to
be your guide. He will lead you out
of the mountains of sin. He will lead

you to the old pnths which are all con¬

verging Into the one Christian path
that loads to the foot of the heavenly
throne. Will you let him lead you?
Will you let him pardon you? Will
you let Jesus save you?
May the old paths of Christian love

today become to you the new paths of
Christian service. Wc have read that
in 1802, a party of men were encamped
upon the battlefield of Pea Ridge, in
northern Arkansas. While they were

cooking their supper by the camp fire
they exploded a buried twelve pound
Parrott cannon shell which had been
fired there out of a Federal gun on

June 12, 1862, thirty years before.
Would that this sermon, like that bur¬
led shell, might hnve an explosive pow¬
er. May lt awaken all the sweet and
holy memories of the past.memories
twenty, thirty, forty and even fifty
years old.and start each one into a

new Christian life. "Stand in the way
.nd see and ask for the old paths!
The old paths!"

[Copyright, 1903, by Louis Klopsch.]

A Modest Giver.

Abram S. newitt alone knew who
gave $250,000 to New York's Cooper
Union last year, and very likely no one

else ever will know. The story as he
told lt wa:- that after Mr. Carnegie's
gift of $000,000 he was wondering
where the next $300,000 should come

from when "a gentleman whom I have
long known, who had never manifested
any special Interest in Cooper Union,
called at my house" nnd nfter a chut
nnd a cup of tea said, "By the way, I
have got something for you, a little

gift for Cooper Union," "and to my In¬
tense astonishment he handed me $250,-
000." It was a certified check on a

trust company. Mr. Hewett turned lt

over to the corporation and never told
any one who the modest giver was.

Paper Vernon Linen.
In spite of prejudice the Japanese pa¬

per serviette is making headway, and
perhaps it would become even more

popular if it wore not for its brilliant
decoration, which rather Jars upop the
taste of people who associate the re¬

finements of the table with spotless
white linen. But the paper handker¬
chief has even greater claims upon our

approbation. A handkerchief which ls

merely an ornamental adjunct to a

lady's toilet is all very well, but there
is no innate daintiness about the
mouchoir and its uses. The washing
of one which has seen the service for
which lt was intended is by no means

a task for the fastidious, and with our

increasing knowledge of the spread of
disease lt is a question if it ls not a

reasonable sanitary precaution that all
should be destroyed. If that idea once

got into the public mind the future of
the paper handkerchief should be as¬

sured. The paper mouchoir, which
can be burned when done with, appeals
to us on the score of economy, as well
as thnt of convenience. The conven¬

ience of them for travelers is obvious..
Hospital.

The Bride-room's Tip.
There is a young clergyman near Ha-

gerstown. Md., who might be excused
for saying "the guilelessness of some

rural gentry passeth all understand¬
ing."
A young couple with matrimonial In¬

tent, fresh from the green fields of
their rural homes, went recently to the
parsonage of the clergyman in ques¬
tion. The nuptial knot was tied. In
the pause which followed the newly
made Benedict looked even more em¬

barrassed than before. He fished
about in his trousers pocket as If look¬
ing for something.
"What's the price?" he finally blurted

out.
"The state allows me a dollar," said

the clergyman, "but". and paused.
Some pauses are more eloquent than
words. Evidently this was not.
"Well," finally remarked tho groom

as be handed the astonished divine a

quarter, "if the state allows you a

dollar take this and the job will bare
netted you #1.25. Good day."

MEANING OF THE BILL.

Practical Joke That Was Played fl¬

an l umispci ttuK U«|»orter.

General Hatchellar, judge of the
court of appeals of the International
tribunal of Egypt, was a member of
the assembly of New York state ia

1873. He was a great favorite there
with the newspaper men, as he was al¬

ways brimful of good newsy incidents
concerning doings of the day that were

not of the "dry as dust" order. When

there wus a lull of business on the
floor he was sure to be found chatting
with the "boys" in the correspondents'
corner in the then old fashioned capi¬
tol. A good story of that period in
which tho colonel figures ls told by a

member of the house of that year.
A reporter in the assembly for one of

the Albany papers used to make up ev¬

ery day a list for publication in his pa¬
per of all bills introduced, devoting to
each a short paragraph mentioning the
name of the introducer of the measure

and giving u few lines concerning its'
objects. One day the reporter left h's
desk to get points from members, leav¬

ing a pile of "copy" on it. The last
sheet on the top simply had the name

of the man who Introduced the bill, its
title and some words explaining its

purpose.
General Batcheller In sauntering

about espied the reporter's vacant seat
and quietly occupied lt. Taking up a

pencil, he sportively added the follow¬
ing to the writing he saw before him:
"Two sections of this bill are as clear

as mud. That may be because they re¬

fer to crossroads. The bill provides,
among other 'long felt wants,' for the
establishment of a lake In the northern
part of the county where assemblymen
will be able to sail catboats during tbe
dog days at the expenssjLof the state."
Of course the general's intention was

to give the reporter a violent shock
when he got buck to his desk and ran

his eye over the sheet. Somehow the
reporter in his hurry to add new

"stun!" to his copy turned to the next
sheet and continued his "bills intro¬
duced" without reading the pad Gen¬
eral Batcheller bad doctored, and the
general, becoming busy on the floor,
forgot all about his novel pencil work
There was a big surprise for tbe as¬

sembly when many copies of that paper
were published before the Batcheller
addendum was discovered. There was

a great laugh over tbe incident and
things were finally explained to every¬
body's satisfaction..New York Times.

An English Bishop's Confessions.
Some of the Eugllsh bishops, with all

their dignity, are not above indulging
at times in harmless pleasantry. The
bishop of Norwich, for example, bas
been making some Interesting confes¬
sions at a parochial gathering. "If
any ladies here," he said, "want a les¬
son in simple cookery.how to make
flapjacks or cook bacon.let them come

to me, and I will teach them. It bas
been said of a certain king that he was

fit to be a king because he bad blacked
his own boots, and, according to that
reasoning, I am more flt to be a bishop
than any one here because I have cob¬
bled my own boots and mended my
own breeches." The bishop made these
confessions in the course of a lively
speech, in which he maintained that
happiness was an internal joy depend¬
ing upon internal feeling. Some one

In the hall suggested that income might
have something to do with the matter.
The bishop declared In reply tbat he
bad lived as poor a life aa any of bis
hearers. When a missionary he had
known what it was to sleep upon the
ground for months at a stretch with¬
out even a blanket to lie upon..New
York Observer.

A Woman With Herve.

A strange story comes from China of
a remarkable operation for appendi¬
citis performed by Mrs. William H.
Logon, wife of a medical missionary
in China. When living in the far in¬
terior of that vast country, 800 miles
from the nearest doctor, her husband
was Ftrlcken with appendicitis. Dr.

Logan saw that his only chance of re¬

covery loy in an operation, which he
asked his wife to perform according to
Instructions which he gave her. A

more appalling position for a human
being to be placed In could scarcely
be Imagined, but this heroic woman,
who might perhaps have screamed if a

mouse had run over her feet, placed
her husband under an anaesthetic and
with her unskilled hand successfully
removed his appendix. Afterward,
when he had rallied sufficiently to be
moved, she took him 800 miles by
wagon and rail to a physician, who
completed the euro._

Ills Maternal Grandma.
A devoted father after a day's ab¬

sence was met by his two little sous.

"Have you been good boys?"
Silence.
"Have you been good boys?"
"No, papn; 1 culled graudma A bad

word," said five-year-old, turning scar¬

let.
"Is it possible? What did you call

your grandma?''
"I called her a human being."
The father, with mighty effort main¬

tained his gravity and closed the scene

decorously. "I must forgive you for

once, but remember if you ever call
your grandmother a human being
again I shall have to spank you.".
Boston Budget.

Did aa II* Promised.
During the civil war there was one

conscription fakir who made thousands
of dollars before the authorities re¬

strained him. This rascal would send
letters broadcast, wherein he said be
would communicate for $2 a sure

means of escuping the conscription.
Letters inclosing two dollar notes pour¬
ed In on him, and in reply to each let¬

ter he would send a printed slip read¬
ing, "Join the nearest volunteer regi¬
ment"

Head About to Burst From Severe
Bilious Attack.

H"I had a severe bilious attack and
felt like my bead was abont to burst
wh*>n I got bold of a free sample of
Chamberlain's Stomach and Liver
Tablets. I took a dose of them after
.upper and the next day felt like a

new man and have been feeling hap«
py ever since," Bays Mr. J. W. Smith
of Juliff, Texas. For biliousness,
stomach troubles and constipation
these Tablets have no equal. Price
'25 cents. For tale by All Medicine
De len.


